The Story of Pepper
" when she saw that her husband would pay no attention
to her, she used to put pepper every night into the baby's
eyes, and its wailing filled the house so that it became a
nuisance even in the new wife's lodging" in the next court.
At last it grew so impossible that the husband himself came
to her apartment to see what was the matter; and when
another baby was born in the course of time, she insisted
on calling itc Pepper.' But none of the men of the family
know the reason to this day."
Someone now asks for music. The maid who sits on
her heels in a corner of the room with a cigarette in a long
holder in her mouth, and joins in the conversation now
and then, gets up to fetch a lute. The girls of the house
take it to the piano and sing alternate French and Arabic.
More and more people come, till the sides of the room are
lined completely, and we rise to go: it is eleven o'clock and
we have more visits to pay. Our lantern-bearer wakens
from his sleep on the flags of the court and steps before us
into the shadows of the street.
Well after midnight I leave my friends at their turning
and make my way home alone. It is always strange and
like a dream to walk in starlight among the narrow ways:
but now in Ramadban it is fantastic. The whole city
rustles and moves and whispers in its labyrinthine alleys
like a beehive swarming in the dark. One cannot dis-